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by the tourists of earlier days, they have been so
judiciously replaced by imitation stones that even
to-day we glean an excellent idea of what the walls
of the principal room must have looked like when
they were inset with a mosaic of porphyry and
agate, of cornelian and lapis lazuli, marvellously
cut and finished, and glowed with pearls and
rubies.
Streams of clear water flowed in tiny marble
channels round diminutive courtyards, or brimmed
over from low vases covered with gold mosaic. I
was shown the sumptuous bathing-pools where
almond-eyed beauties of the zenana once took their
graceful ease, the shadow-haunted chambers where
their lords passed the long hours of the Indian
afternoons, the miniature cascades whose gentle
water-music lulled his day-dreams.
Why for his prison-house he chose this angle of
the palace is clear. From it he could see across
the plain, beyond the river, to the domes of the
great mausoleum which he built for his beloved,
Mumtaz Mahal. Dying in child-bed at the age of
twenty, in the flower of her young beauty, she
prayed her husband to enshrine her memory for
all the generations in an immortal monument.
And, true to his promise, Shah Jahan built for his
favourite wife the most glorious of tombs.
In the Jasmine Tower lingers yet the presence of
the greatest of all lovers, tenderest of husbands,
dreaming his life away in gilded durance, prisoner
of his memories no less than of an iron-hearted son,
his eyes bent ever on the Taj Mahal. Hence, across
the marble trellis of the balconies, he saw it gleaming
in the distance rising amid cypress avenues and
orange-groves, the graceful dome set round with
slender minarets that crowns the tomb of the